
I "JOHN DOE" J
4 By Stephen Allen Reynolds S

CHAPTER I.

Col 12, Ward 1.1.

Uellevuo's .wards were crowded that
night in March.

A heavy fall of snow, followed by

u thaw nnd then a decided drop in
temperature, iced over the city's
walks and pavements with a coating
which threatened the lives nnd limbs
of those who ventured forth. Skid-

ding taxicabs, unmanageable private
cars, and an "L" collision had added
their grist to the hospital mill; nnd
in the surgical wards rows of bed-sprin- gs

plnced temporarily upon
chairs boro mute testimony that our
ambulance had been hard at work all
dny.

"Looks like a busy night befoie us,
Mr. MacDonald," commented the
night nurse of "Surgical 13" as she
slipped out of her blue cloak nnd tuck-
ed a stray lock of black hair beneath
the little white frill that Bcllcvue
nurses were pleased to call i cap.

"Indeed it docs. Miss
1 answered as I took over the keys
from the day attendant nnd eyed the
row of "springs" which stretched down
the center of the ward.

The day nurse and her two s"

put on their wraps and
picked their way down the crowde'd

aisle. The big door banged shut be-

hind the day attendant.
Through the partly opened north-

ern window came the rattle of supper
dishes across the way. Then came
faintly the muffled boom of the big
bell in the Metropolitan Tower.

It was seven o'clock. Twelve hours
of strenuous, soul-rackin- g labor lay
ahead of the brown-eye- d night nurse
and me twelve hours during which
I'd miss my usual nightly dip into!
the fat olume on nnntomy which '

I kept on the top shelf of the locked '

medicine cabinet.
It must have been about eight

when the telephone bell jingled.
1 was about half through taking

temperatures Miss Prendcrgast was
at the far end of the ward, trying to
calm down an ether-crazo- tl postoper-
ative, so I answered.

"Surgical 13; Attendant MncDon-u!- d

speaking," said I.
"This is the Reception Division,"

came, back over the wire. "We've
got an 'urgent' for you. Coming
right up."

"Best we can do is a spring'said 1 .

"The ward's just about chock-a-bloc- k

now.
"'But you can't put this case on a

spring," objected the admitting sur-
geon speaking. "You'll have to rout
one of your convalescents in favor
of this fellow. He's about ready for
the basket."

"What's the name?" I asked, to
make sure that the right person would
fetch up in the designated ward.

"You can search me," came up from
Reception. "You'll know the case,
thought stab in tho back, broken ribs,
contusions.

There, followed a click a6 tho bpeak-e- r
hung up.

Switchboard gave me the ward sur-

geon's room, and I reported the ex-

pected arrival of tho urgent case;
then I gave my attention to the mat-
ter of making ready for the sufferer

A husky Calabrian with a badly
mashed arm occupied Cot 12. He
seemed the most likely one to move.

Grudgingly, muttering curses up-

on my innocent head, tho Italian drag-
ged himself to a vacant spring hast-
ily arranged, while Miss Prendergast
flew to the linen locker for fresh
sheets.

Barely had she safety-pinne- d them
irtto place before the door swung open
and our nameless patient was rolled
in.

He was a sun-bitte- n, big-fram- I

man of apparently fifty-fiv- e. At one
time he must have been possessed of
extraordinary strength, but now, as
we swung his pitifully light body
from the wheol-tabl- o to the cot, we
were dealing with tho mere husk of
what had once been a mighty man
indeed.

He was half conscious, and as his
rolling, staring brown eyes attested
was suffering intensely.

While I stretched a screen nround
the cot and arranged an extension
light, the night searcher went rapidly
through the pockets of the torn coat
and vest of the sufferer.

"Not even a pipe and matches," he
pronounced. "Pockets all empty and
already turned inside out."

Together we bared the bony frame
of the injured man, but the slit and
torn trousers held neither valuables
nor ordinary personal property of
any description.

"Holy"
The words diod upon the lips of the

searcher as we bent over the partly
conscious man.

Rears hundreds of rhem yos.
thousands of H" ' -- irfffroat-

ed the skin of the nrms, neck nnd
.shoulders of the man on the cot. Kven
hs the skin of the alligator is wrink-
led and pitted by nn'turc, so was tho
skin of this man defaced by some
unknown agent.

Yellow nnd colIofiitxl, mot of the
wounds hnd long since healed. Other
cicatrices, ranging in color from a
dull purple to an angry rose, spoke of
injuries but recently mended.

"What in the name of Mike is it?"
asked the searcher.

But I had no answer for the man
with the empty manila envelope, for
the ward surgeon wns appronohing,
and Miss PrendergasL was nt his
hccls

A busy twenty minutes followed,
dming which I fetched splints, plas-
ter bandages, nnd sterile gauze.

"Friends or relative been noti-
fied?' asked the doctor after he had
T)laced the hlnken left arm in nnlinta

I plaster-bmulage- d the fractured ribs, M'lf w,lh merel.v "moving the ,"

and bound a compress over thc',n!s tth'caAi' s.Ht l)en '' ,the
wound in the back,

For a reply I held out the blank
history sheet.

"Copy the ambulance surgeon's re-
port when you get time," the doctor
went on to direct, "Call him 'John
Doe' till he's identified. He speaks
some foreign gibberish. I couldn't
get anything intelligible .out of him

Over his shoulder I watched the
white-coate- d man of surgery scribble
something upon the medicine sheet.
Then he whispered some brief

to the nurse.
I caught the words: "A small dose

of paraldehyde if ho suffers too much."
The next moment Miss Prendcrgast

and I were alone with our charges.
Fliting here and there about the

ward arranging slipping bandages
fetching water and sedatives, nttend- -

ing to the hundred-nnd-on- e things
which make the night duties of a Bell
evue attendant both multifarious and
trying, I had little time or opportun-
ity that evening to give further
thought to the occupant of Cot 12.

But shortly past midnight long
after the house surgeon had made
his "good night" round I looked up
from a pile of charts I was checking
to find the scarred John Doe beckoning
to me with his skinny right arm.

Not more than twelve feet dibtant
fioni where I was sitting, the head
of Cot 1- - was plainly visible in the
nnfnr vr.nn nf linlif .nc.1 1... Vw. rlnJ
ed bulb upon my tabic..

1 laid down my pen, and in an in-

stant was at the side of the wounded
man.

"What can I do for you, John?" I
asked perfunctorily.

A horny forefinger pointed to lips
dry twisted by pain and thirst.

As I placed the spout of the' porce-
lain cup to the parched lips, and the
cool fluid trickled down the throat of
the sufferer, the wild eyes seemed to
soften in expression. The free right
hand patted me on the arm as if its
owner wished to thank me.

His thirst quenched the wounded
man's hand dropped limp upon the
coverlet. The eyes closed.

With a parting glance of pity at
the seamed, unshaven face, I was
about to turn back to my charts,
when displaying strength I could bare
ly credit, the patiqrit clutched me by
the jacket.

Tho brown eyes opened and stared
into my own. Inert, unable to more
than twist his head and move his
broken arm, the mnn with tho scars
seemed to be studying me.

"What is it, John?" I asked.
For fully thirty seconds the man

on tho cot eyed me. Almost un-
nerved by this scrutiny from a man
practically on the verge of his grave,

looked away.
Coming from tho far end of the

ward, "hypo" in hand, the night
nurse paused beside me.

"What's wrong, Mac?" she asked.
Let it bo known that I was "Mac"

to her and she was "Miss Julia" to
mes during the long night watches.

"Looks as if this fellow had some-
thing on his mind," I answered.

Tenderly, moving our man with tho
utmost care, we adjusted his pillows
and did what we could to make, him
comfortable But yet again, as I was
ahout to turn back to my record
sheets, the brown hand shot out and
detained me.

And then he spoke.
It was a musical language, what-

ever it wns. bu,t it wns all lost upon
me. I shook my head repeatedly, but
fhe poor fellow spoke on.

And the effort cost him dearly, too
for from time to time he paused to
close his eyos nnd grit his teeth.

"It's n strange language," com-
mented MisH Prendergast. She plnced
her fingers over her lips, and Bigned
to the pntient to be quipt.

But it was no use, Tho flow of
wrmW continued, 'broken only by

spasms of pain that contorted the huh

:nd

browned face nnd wrung low mwum
from the bearded lips.

And indeed it was a strnngc Ian
guuge.

Bom nnd raised in a IVnnsyhnnia
steel town, Hunky, and I'olack talk,

would have had a more or less fnmil-ia- r

sound for me. No, the man was
neither a Magyiir from Hungary, nor
a Pole from Austria or Russia. Nor
did( his language, huvo the quality
of any of the Latin tongues.

Then suddenly the sufferer ceased
speaking. His fingers released their
hold upon my blouse. The scarred
arm rose, straightened, and the bony
forefinger pointed toward the foot of
the cot.

Beneath the we could
pee his feet move.
"Maybe he wants a hot-wat- er bottle,'
I suggested.

And then the outstreached fingers
grasped the coverings and pulled them
toward the head of tho cot.

"Bless met!.' came (fro.ni the nnrse.
"An artificial foot!" I almost gasped

as I surveyed the bare feet of tho pa-

tient
It was a joke on me, so to speak,

.for in my haste to prepare the man
for the surgeon I hnd contented my- -

mitling surgeon in the reception divi
sion. Tho shoos and stockings hnd
been stripped off Lefoie I had seen the
mnn.
Thinking that the makeshift contri-
vance might be adding to the patient's
discomfort and pain, I unstrapped the
foot from its seat just above the nn-kl- e.

It wns a clumsily made affair. Most-
ly wood, its socket lined with what
appeared to be buckskin, the make-

shift for a foot seemed to be such
nn article as a smart carpenter might
turn out.

But I was not to be permitted tc
examine the foot more closely, for the
owner claimed my attention.

Pointing to the foot, he spoke again.
I shook my head. A look expressivp
of disappointment swept over the un-

handsome yet kindly face of the
wounded man.

He seized the foot, fumbled with the
straps, and then thrust it beneath
the coverlet.

A man of ordinary intelligence nnd
in his right senses won't continue
speaking to others who don't under-
stand him. Our patient, therefore
either lacked knowledge of a ful'
state of consciousness, for he contin
ued addressing alternately the nurse
and me.

"This can't go on," pronounced Miss
Julia.

She turned to the medicine cabinet
and soon came back with a glass.

A few moments later the noxious
odor of paraldehyde floated up to my
nostrals.

Weaker and weaker grew the grip
of the brown, scarred fingers on mj
own, until finally the wounded man
yielded to the spell of the powerful
hypnotic and fell, into a troubled sleep

Red-inki- temperature "curves,"
fetching and carrying for Miss Julia,
answering the telephone and other
duties drove all further thoughts of.
our "Joe Doe" from my head that
night. Nor could I find a moment's
time to dig into-- the precious fnt vol-

ume of anatomy.
(To be Continued

CHINESE WOMEN ADVANCING
The Chinese who had been sitting

and musing for many, many years
have now stood up in fairly large num
bers and begun to bo active; while the
Japan women in Pekin remain in their
seats ttheir Chinese sisters often dance
briskly. This is what Madame Hioki
the wife of the Japanese minister to
the Chinese Republic, said on her re
turn to Tokio a few days ago. She
had been in Chosen, China and Chili
before. She was in Seoul after that
atrocious murder of the unfortunate
queen, went to the Chinese capital in
the wake of the boxer trouble, and
this time had to face the unpleasant
ness of tho Tsingtao campaign and
tho subsequent prolonged negotiations
between the Tokio and Pekin govern-
ments. Fifteen years ago says she,
there was no Japanese lady beside
herself in Pekin, and many army of-

ficers used to come to her house to
ask for Japanese cooking, soon that
she felt as if she had gone to China to
conduct a Japanese restaurant for
men craving for native dishes. But
now, the diplomat's wife goes on to ob- -

serve, there are quite a delegation of,
Japanese ladies there, nnd when they
meet Chinese ladies in society
a feeling of racial nnd culture nf
finity seems to bind them in friend
ship the sooner. Fiftoon years ngo.
when Madame Hioki asked a Chinese
minister of state to allew his wife to
call on her, his reply was that he
would do so 10 years later, so thai
his lady might go to school nnd pro

innnnnPB fnrai MPJ1B m ., t

bear upon them.

"The Finger

Prints of Crime"
. By H. STAGG
by The Frank A. Muusey Co.

CHAPTER XV

Alice Havlland.
The confused murmur of far off

Tolces came to my cars and vaguely
annoyed mo. Why couldn't they let n
man sleep? And whnt kind of a pil-

low was It that felt like a man's nrm
and trembled? Couldn't a man .bo lot
alono when ho was tired? Then tho
murmur became words.

"He's coming around," I heard
some one say. That sounded like Alice
Walton's voice. What did sho want
around here? Sho was lol. I bad

"Give mo that whisky flask."
That was Jamison. Sure It was.

The fiery stuff In my throat choked
me and I opened my eyes.

"Thank Heaven!" I heard the law-
yer murmur. I tried to sit up, but tho
nausea overcame me; my side seemed
red-ho- t. I sank back on the hehl-ou- t

arm.

I turned my head and saw lt was
tho coroner who supported me; tho
coroner I had hit that night. Funny
ho should bo holding me, wasn't It?
Ought to arrest mo then the cob-
webs cleared away.

"Mike Garven tried to shoot me," I
whispered.

"He succeeded," Jamison said grim-
ly. "Another Inch and it would have
hit your lung. Just grazed a rib. Tho
doctor Is on the way."

"I don't need a doctor," I protested
as a smile of happiness came. Wo
got him, and we got him good.''

"My hunch came right, as I know It
would!" exclaimed Jamison. "When
you told me what Kennedy had said
of Silvers O'Hagen,. 'and Garven In
Virginia, and then the story of the
girl's brother, the hunch came. I
thought God wouldn't let It go wrong.
The detectives could get nothing In
Richmond, nnd I needed the girl to
see that thumb-prin- t 1 threw before
her so carelessly. The detectives lo-

cated her nnd her father and the
banker early this morning In the
Bronx."

My eyes hardened. Whero was the
girl? I couldn't see her in the crowd
that surrounded me. But I was sure
I had hoard her voice.

"I never thought of that." I said
lifelessly. "I've been a fool all through.
But we got Mike Garven."

A motion of the lawyer's hand sepa-
rated the crowd. Tho coroner raised
me, and I saw Mike Garven manacled
to a chair. It wasn't the Mike Garven
I had seen so many tlmes before but
a loose-lippe- glaring-eyed- , huddled-u- p

figure whose hands twitched at his
sides. The thing of stone had become
putty. He did not even look at me.

"Slivers O'Hagen's prophecy camo
more than true," said Jamison solemn-
ly. "The holler exploded and left
nothing but a wreck. Ho has con-
fessed everything."

"Thank Heaven!" I whispered, and
my eyes closed wearily.

I felt a hand touch mine and opened
them again.

Kennedy was bending over me, tears
streaming down his haggard face.

"Ye'll forgive the thing I did, Jim-
my boy?" he pleaded. "Ye'll forgive
an old man an' not ask th' reason?"

"Forgivo you?" I grinned feebly,
"f never had any other feeling. I
don't care what he had on you. He's
caught at last."

"Thank ye, Jimmy," ho said bro-
kenly.

I saw the girl standing over mo
tfeen. I looked Into her eyes eagerly
and saw sympathy in them but not'
the thing I had prayed for.

"I ask your she said
soberly. "I have wronged you cruelly,
nnd you hnvo found my brother's
murderer. Father and 1 thank you."

"AU right," I said huskily. This
was all sho had to say.

Jamison pushed his way through
tho silent crowd and stood at the
cirl's side.

I

"I" want you to shako hands with a
man who would havo given his1 life
for you, Miss Walton," ho said earn- -
estly. "A man who had chosen to bo--
coma n. wanrifirnr nvnr Mm fnn , v.

earth, with a price on his head ns a
murderer, rather than obey tho will
of the man who had become his mas
tor: Jim Havlland, man!"

fcometning In his oyes nnd voice
made mo sit up. I felt the wad of

"Don't you know? I. fixed it all nn
Carter, tho, cashier, when I went

to the bank morning. There was
a draft all ready, and when I wont

crn"ied In a comer to take the mon- -

r your money.

pare in the meantime. And the smnll booth to wrlto tho
tho Chinese women hnvo been fl,P while Carter kept your father

of lato years and nro now nnd talking, a bank messen-wid- o

awake to resDond to whnteve. per w,,om 0ftr,er had was
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forgiveness,"

"Ho dodged out with It when I took
Trevor to the gloss shelf at the other

tdo of tho bank to write his chock.
The draft was on its way to Mr.
James's bonk within ten minutes. Tho
money was in your name. No one
eould ever touch a cent but you!"

She was on her knees beside mo.
"Jim!" 8ho,sobbed. her soft
arms nround my body; I saw the won-
derful now light In her oyes.

Then I fainted

I guess that's the Mory.
Had I ever intended to rob them of

the money? Heaven help mo, yes!
Mike Garven had filled my soul with
cringing fear. It was not until the
night 1 swore the oath 1 won the
flrht and the sleep came. That's why
I packed my suit-cas- e so I could grab
It and get away before Miko got Wise.

That's why I stayed at the bank
twenty minutes with Carter. I'vo said
1 did a mighty big thing for hlra once

1 saved him from Jail. He did a
mighty big thing for me. and ho took
a big risk, but it all camo out right.

He helped me Send the money tho
one place I knew Miko Garven could-
n't get his hands on it.

While ho was perfectly willing to
show tho police all records of my de-
posits, ho wouldn't have 6hown them
tho record of draft without rais
ing a howl. But they never consider-
ed that possibility.

Now you understand why I was so
anxious to have them go home.
They'd have found tho money waiting.
Or if Mr. James hadn't come up, he'd
havo wired them Instantly. But I
know now that tho only people in
that bank beside the head of It nro
an old bookkeeper and a kid. They
Just lot that draft lie in a drawer.

Why didn't I tell them about It dur
ing Interview In the bank? Be-cau-so

oven then I was afraid of Miko
getting the money. I think that I
believed ho was capable of anything
then.

That I didn't tell them afterward
was Just the dog in me, I guess;
Just the bitterness because I thought
tho girl had broken her promise,
while I'd taken as desperate a chance
as a man can take to save her money.
When I found that I'd wrong,
nnd that sho and her father had loft
the hotel, after sending all of their
money down to the folks at home,
you can understand why It hit me so
hard.

Miko Garven? Poor Slivers'a
prophecy came true, didn't It? Jami-
son planned the whole game of break-
ing him. Tho story ho told of
Mike committed the murder was pure-
ly Imaginative and based on probabil-
ities; but it was truo almost to the
dot.

Mike had gone to Slivers and pro-
tended to bo half dead with fear that
O'Hagen would keep his threat. Ho
gavo him a thousand dollars, and
while O'Hagen was counting tho mon-knlfc- d

him.
Then he took back tho thousand dol-

lars and fixed the tray, while he han-
dled It with wads of cotton batting.
I'd never thought of tho possibility of
Mike doing the Job himself; but, aa
Jamison said, it wna tho only thing for
him to do. Trusting some ono else
wouldn't have left him any better off.

I've said before, somewhere in tho
story, that Mike Garven knew I would
go to Kennedy. Ho did. One of tho
men sitting and smoking in the back
room was Rat-Fac- whom I norer
saw.

Ho telephoned a description of that
raincoat and hat, and Miko took ono
Just like it so he'd be seen.

Ho didn't believe for a' minute that
Jamison's slick work of getting the
three men before the inquest nnd
questioning them till he'd put a doubt
In their mind was going to queer the
wholo thing for him.

The...trick of throwing tho coat over
"? Bnoulaora Bnd Jamming the hat

TO ovcr h,s ees wna Jnmison'a.
You Baw how )l wrked on tho men
tho lawyr had Prepared for it. i

I don't know how ho hvnnotlztyd
those town offlcIaK hut he certainly

"bad tlllnss nil 1i1h own wny.
mum uuvcr reenvereu nia nerve

again, and ho was pretty bad with
brain fover for a month after tne
trial.

luo pol,ro wo,co P then, and I
he,Pcd tnora traco down the games
miko Had been working. Tho extent

them amazed oven me. Ho had
moro than five million dollars!

It was four months bofore we'd re-
turned as much of It aa we could to
the victims, and my help cot me Im-
munity.- The forgery charge wax
qauhedL too. Jamison refuoed to take

handkerchiefs they had put at my c or tn0 nowspnper8 called It
side stnnch tho'blood slip down; I retrlbuUon. though one or two "high-fel- t

tho warm stuff flow again; but ttro.w wrItors Proved it to bo psychol-pai- d

no heed. '!?gy, or PhloloGy, or something like
"Don't you know, girl? " I cried. I iV

I

that
in

sure deposit-enoug- h,

transformed Trevor
Axed

that

that

that

boen

how

I

that

I

of

to

a ecue ot my inbo, ftho turtMjU'orotr
every cont of tho hundred and sixty
eight thousand to tho police WhUky
Fnco got off, too; but ho wae back, la
Jail within a yenr for trying to work
a cmdo gomo alono.

Alice? A'ou moan Mra. HarlUnd.
We were married In New York. Her
father insisted on that, thoaght I
wanted to wait until I got a Jeb an
some money.

I've told you boforo that I loved UuU
old man. Heaven known I do. Re
took mo with open arms, bocauao hU
own boy went wrong and neTer had a
chance to straighten out, X guoas. i

By tho way, 1 learned aftbrwar
tho reason Miko Garven norer coo-'-'
ncctcd tho Walton's with the boy fee
murdered in Richmond. The kid waa
protty wlld,and ho'd takon another
name, and had novor oven mentioned
Little Hazel.

Tho only-tw- mistakes Mike Garre
over made cost him everything.

Tho Little Hazel rlverT Wo've get
tho finest powor development plant la
tho south. I went down thore. whea
they began work and got a Job m
laborer. Laborerl

In a few months I was foreman of
ft gang, and whon ijie plant was fin-
ished every man and woman In Little
Hazel village. and every manufacturer
In the city, two miles away, where we
sell tho power, signed n petition that
wbnt to tho Swelton company to make
mo superintendent.

I only work twelve or thirteen houri
a day, most of tho time; but In the
spring, when tho Little Hazel become
a small hell let loose, and our dam
and turbines need watching every
minute so they won't bo torn out by
tho roots, and when I have to fight
with every ounce of flesh and bone
I'vo got, in icy water waist-deep- , to
orcn nnd shut tho flood-gate- the
day's work runs nineteen or twenty
hours.

I got a hundred and fifty i monta
for it less than my bachelor apart-
ments used to cost mo In Chicago;
but every minute I'm working I thank
Heaven and Alice Havlland. It't the
only easy money!

THE END.

THE! ALL IT

Every City and Town in the Union
Receives It.

People with kidney Ills want to be
cured. When one suffers the torture
of an nchlug back, relief U eagerly
sought for. There are many reme-
dies todny thnt relieve, but not per-
manently. Donn's Kldiuy Pills have
.brought Insting result to thousands.
Here Is proof of merit.

Kdwnrd Roberts, farmer, Fifth St,'
Perrynburg, Ohio, says: "I had a
dull, throbbing ache through my
limbs. The kidney secretions were
profuse ami 1 wan obliged to get up
three or four times at night to pass
them. Nothing benefited me until I
used Hoiiii'h Kidney Pills. They
cured me of the trouble In two or
three weeks nnd there has been no
return buck.

Price fide, nt all dealers. Don't
simply nxk for a kidney remedy get
Douii'x Kidney Pills the name that
Mr. Roberta hnd. Foster-MUbur- n Co.,
Pnqw.. Buffalo. N. Y.

LIBRARY PARK HOTEL

OPPOSITE HUDSON STORE
Rates 75 up Noon Lunch 35c

A. E. HAMILTON

f Detroit, Mich.

SAFETY FIRST For Your Money

IS THE MOTTO OP THE

MARKET SAVINGS BANK

4 on Savings TOLEDO. O

SPECIAL
$41.75

Mahogany
Mantel Clock

Genuine muhbgany clock,
high grade, mov-
ement, culheural gong
strike Regular $7.00 vul-.u- e,

special

,75

JUDD-GRlbjC- O.

231 Suiljli.H l.
TOLEDO'S Leading Dlu-mon- d,

Wutcn uuu jewelry
fioube!


